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But felt through all this fleshly dress
Bright shoots of everlastingness.
O, how I long to travel back,
And tread again that ancient track!
That I might once more reach that plain
Where first I left my glorious train.
From whence the enlightened spirit sees
That shady city of palm trees;
But ah, my soul with too much stay
Is drunk, and staggers in the way.
Some men a forward motion love;
But, I by backward steps would move,
And when this dust falls to the urn,
In that state I came, return.

THEY ARE ALL GONE INTO THE
WORLD OF LIGHT
THEY are all gone into the world of light!
And I alone sit lingering here;
Their very memory is fair and bright,
And my sad thoughts doth clear.
It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast
Like stars upon some gloomy grove,
Or those faint beams in which this hill is dressed
After the sun's remove.
I see them walking in an air of glory,
Whose light doth trample on my days;
My days, which are at best but dull and -hoary,
Mere glimmering and decays.